it into the wall under the framed mourning tablet hung up in memory of grandmother. One day I found the flag gone, nor could it be discovered. I looked for it under every piece of furniture in the room. Finally mother asked, " But why do you want it so ? " And, my eyes swollen with crying, I sobbed, " It's so pretty, mammelc." [Thereupon, drawing me to her knee, mother gave me a huge, uneven slice of black bread spread generously with home-made grape jelly and talked to me upon the vanity of loving things simply because they were pretty. Nevertheless I was not comforted. Then I found it, bent and broken and ruined in our baby brother's cradle. Tears falling silently T sat sewing all afternoon at mother's side while she ran the new sewing machine she had bought. I helped her to fold the aprons in the customary neat pile packed into Mrs. Stone's pedlar's basket every morning, but [S3]
